I must again break off for the present, and will send you this letter, if possible, tomorrow.
Invariably yours,      T. L. PEACOCK.
CHERTSEY, September 5th, 1809.
I have to thank you for two letters, and Godwin's "Political Justice/5 Your letter of Saturday, breathing hell and the devil, I read with that compassion which is due to a soul in pain. When do you propose to leave off knocking about the skulls and bones, in order to get knocked about yourself by the waves of old Neptune, getting your hair filled every morning with salt and sand, for the sake of passing all the rest of the day in a fruitless attempt to make it either dry or clean?
The Genius of the Thames is in a state of progression. I have thought of various subjects for an episode, but cannot hit on anything to suit my fancy, unless, in my reflections on the mutability of empire, I were to introduce one on the fall of Carthage. I think this subject highly susceptible of poetical ornament. I intend, however, to finish the poem without any episode, leaving the second part shorter than the first, and with a place in which an episode may or may not be inserted. Is there not another number of the "Graphic Illustrations"? You say noth-[30]s of perpetual utility!"
